VENETIA.                             367
mi'Inight. Herbert started. And all this time where were AnnabeJ and Venetia ? They still lived, they were in the same country, an hour ago they were under the same roof, in the same chamber ; their hands had joined, their hearts had opened, for a moment he had dared to believe that all that he cared for might be regained. And why was it not ? The cause, the cause ? It recurred to him with associations of dislike, of disgust, of wrath, of hatred, of which one whose heart was so tender, and whose reason was so clear, could under the influence of no other feelings have been capable. The surrounding scene, that had so often soothed his mournful soul, and connected it with the last hours of a spirit to whom he bore much resemblance, was now looked upon with aversion. To rid himself of ties, now so dread-fal, was all his ambition. He entered the house quickly, and, seating himself in his closet, he wrote these words:
* You beheld this morning iny wife and child ; we can meet no more. All that I can effect to console you under this sudden separation shall be done. My banker from Bologna will be here in two days ; express to him all your wishes/
It was written, sealed, directed, and left upon the table at which they had so often been seated. Herbert descended into the garden, saddled his horse, and in a few minutes, in the heart of night, had quitted Arqua.
CHAPTER VII.
THE moment that the wife of Marmiou Herbert re-entered her saloon, she sent for her courier and ordered horses to her carriage instantly. Until they were announced as ready, Lady Annabel walked up and down the room with an impatient step, but was as completely silent as the miserable Venetia, who remained weeping on the sofa. The confusion and curiosity of Mistress Pauncefort were extraordinary. She still had a lurking suspicion that the gentleman was Lord Cactsrc?/" and she seized the first